FOUR        TALES        BY       ZELIDE

She is more severe; if she sees me commit a fault
of orthography, she catches me up. Her style is
far more correct than mine; however, she writes as
little as possible: it is too much trouble. So much
the better. A love letter will not easily escape her
pen. You ask if this Latin does not make her
proud. Lord, nol What we learn in childhood
does not appear to us to be Stranger or more
remarkable than breathing or speaking.

You ask how it is that I know English.   Do you
not recoiled that we had an aunt who retired to
England on account of her faith?   Her daughter,
my cousin, passed three years in my father's house
during my youth, soon after my journey to Langue-
doc.   She was a person of wit and parts.   I owe her
almost everything that I know, as well as my
habits of Study and thought.    And now let us
return to my favourite topic and customary par-
ticulars.   Last week we were in an assembly when
M. Tissot brought a Frenchwoman with a charm-
ing countenance, the finest eyes in the world, and
all the grace that confidence added to familiarity
with the world can give.   She was dressed in the
height of fashion, without being, for all that,
absurd.   An immense cadogan flowed below her
shoulders and huge curls floated over her bosom.
My lord and the young Bernese hovered around
her continually,  rather in amazement than in
admiration; this at least is true of the Englishman,
whom I observed attentively.    Cecilia was also
the centre of so much attention that, if she was
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